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In poace, hp pass's} liis rev'rend length of 

liiiys, 
Nor courttd, iioi contemu'd tlie public 

praiso: 
Hilt mtniory, careful of the good man's 

funic, 
A rKic wreath here twii)(>saroiiriilhi« name, 
Aim still, ill (iirath, that fouJ nifectioti 

bfars, 
Which srac'd his lif*;, and crowii'd his 

silver hairs 
'I'hesf:, the remains that burst tlie narrow 

room, 
iivi!, and come fo:th, from Campbell's 

liuuible. tuiiib. X. 

TIIF. POET'S COPMPI.AI.\T. 
1 HOU lazy IJniuier ca'd the Muse, 
Why thus thy hilpin' ban' refuse; 
I've mind thee sarely to abuse, 

For (■au:,in uie sic tltiiikin*. 
"When thon conidst a' my passions rouse. 

And gie uie verses elinkin. 
I've studied now this hour, and mair, 
'J'ill baitli my een, and heafi are sair, 
For twa three lines, vvi' a' iny lair, 

Backet wi'a' my ttoxibk;; 
When thou coldst grie us many mair, 

Tito' three times three were double. 

Yonr favourite finnis lonpr sine is dead. 
And laid aside his oaten reed; 
Coine then and raise nie in his stead. 

For greiit is my ambition 
To rhyme as sweet to a' wiia read, 

As Robin's good edition. 
Oin thee ivouldst tak me for thy sou, 
I'd irie the lads and lassies fun. 
And ^'ar them laiijih, as sure's a srun, 

tome try, yi'u'Il see me show it, 
I'ut I maun <ju;it whar I begun; 

A lirokeu hearted Poet. 

LA NYMPHE SOLITAIRE. 

ZI^fHYR's TALE TO TLOHA. 

'TWAS in a wild setiuestcr'd glafle, 

Where human footsteps never trod, 
A wimpling brook in murmurs stray'd,* 

Soft winding o'er, the grassy sod. 
Beneath its bank a Nayad fair 

Had fram'd with curious art a bower. 
Had gernm'd it round with crystals rare, 

And deck'd it o'er with many a fiower. 

Hers was the task, with gentle care 

To raise each drooping llowret's head. 
Or fan with dewijithe seorehiog air, 

That hoi er'd round her parent bed. 
Or when the last red tinge of liglit 

Still linger'd on the westi rn sky. 
To tune her shell, she'd o<t del.ght, 

Jn tones of sn ( ete,>t melody. 



That potent shell, so sviret. So clear, 

Has often stopp'd my devious flight. 
Has drawn the lonely spirit near. 

And charm'd the shadowy irain of niglit. 
But tangled brake, nor sihot r-rove. 

Nor distant dedl, nor hidden bower* 
Evade the piercing glance of l.ove. 

All, all, confess his subth; power. 

'Tw'as on a sultry suninier's il»y. 

When scarce a nuirniur fili'd the gale. 
Save where from some lone, shad}' spray. 

The linnet told her plaintive tale. 
A mountain god, all 'aint with heat. 

Had wander'd to the streamlet's side. 
And cliarmi!d with the cool retreat. 

Had stopp'd to bat;he beiicath its tide. 

F.ach youthful grace adoni'd his mien. 

Flush'd in his cheek and lill'd his eye, 
Andntany an Oread nymph, in vain 

For him had breath'd a tender sigh. 
His aniber locks in curling rings. 

Around his graceful s.ioulders hung. 
Light danc'd his starry-sjiaugled wings. 

And thousand odours round them flung. 
Aside he throws his air-wove vest. 

When straight the Nayad rose to view. 
Soft glittering on whose snowy breast 

Shone trembling drops of pearly dew. 

Just then my foe*, the tyrant love. 
Came, on a sun- beam, tlutt' ring by, 

Trend>ling I sought the distant grove. 
Nor longer dar'd to hover nigh. 

L. 

* Vide Alpbfcri'a " quarrel of ZepliTr ind t»v«!." 



CANZONET. 
One summer's even as Fancy sat. 

In Tempe's.-nnny vale, 
T'he wootl iiymphs gatber'd round her seat. 

To heqr her witching tale. 

Such soul-entrancing words she spoke. 

That love stole softly nigh, 
And p'ty peep'd from forth an oak. 

And grief forgot to sigh. 
The timid Nayads cluster'd round, 

And Hope, delusive maid, 
With oii'niiig dewy rose-buds crown'c), 

Sat smiling i:; the shade. 

Love wond'ring, heard the magic strain, 

And threw his arrows down. 
To thee, he cried, lowemyrei^n. 

From thee 1 hold my crown. 



THE SECOND IDY IJ.ION OF BIO.V, 

IMITATKD. 

A SPORTIVE hoy one morning stcay'd, 
With bow in hand acros;- the glade, 



